Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
them have it out. He wanted to see, now that Lucien was
in a mess, how much the man he would show himself or
how much more the fool.
Josephine meanwhile had been tripping up the stairs,
and paused, hearing the angr}*- voices. The words, "King,
throne, dynasty," caught her.
"Are they still fighting over that?" she sighed, then
without ceremony broke in.
Angrily the first consul rose. Never from any one would
he brook interruption at councils of state. But, fear in
her heart, she flew to him, clung to his neck, and begged,
pleaded, and sobbed out to him:
"Oh, give up this idea of royalty. I beg of you. It will
mean our ruin!"
The convulsive working of his facial muscles that now
betrayed his wrath came and vanished as rapidly as the
little wrinkles which a passing breeze sometimes breathes
into a pool.
"Cease!" he said. "You, too, are a fool. You do not
know what you are saying; and in the presence of others!"
"Oh, do not," she cried, "let them persuade you to this
step!"
And tears made ravages in the rouge; the sobs became
sniffles. It was almost grotesque.
"There is no step," he retorted angrily. "We are just
discussing a foolish little pamphlet. There, there, dry
them. Que diable! You still here, Fouche? Get out!"
The latter heeded, casting a glance at the lady so dis-
trait, from under those lowered shutters, as he passed out.
"Now, Lucien, do you see what a precious fool you
have made of yourself? Why, even to concoct a title like
this, 'Paraltile entre Cfoar, Cromwell, et Bonaparte* was
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